
Wuthering Heights  by Emily Brontë  Excerpted Passages 
 
Wuthering Heights Key Characters 

● Catherine Earnshaw/Mrs. Linton - daughter of Mr. Earnshaw, resident of Wuthering Heights 
● Heathcliff - “adopted” gypsy child of the Earnshaw family 
● Edgar Linton - neighbor who lives at Thrushcross Grange; marries Catherine 
● Ellen “Nelly” Dean - narrator; servant at Wuthering Heights who attends to Catherine’s needs 

 
In the beginning of Wuthering Heights, Mr. Earnshaw is traveling home from London when he comes across an 
abandoned gypsy child (approximately 7). He brings this child home, names him Heathcliff, and he becomes 
an adopted son of the Earnshaw family. However, because of his gypsy status he is never fully accepted by 
the Earnshaw family, especially by the Earnshaw’s son Hareton. However, Catherine shares Heathcliff’s same 
wild spirit and the two kindle a friendship, which eventually develops into romantic feelings as the pair grow 
older. Due to social obligations, Catherine is unwilling to actual pursue a true relationship with Heathcliff, and 
this rejection torments Heathcliff throughout the novel.  
 
For each of the excerpts below, as you read, annotate for the following (use your notes from class to guide 
you on the details you should look for) : 

● Aspects of Romanticism (nature, emphasis on emotion and passion, etc . . .) 
● Heathcliff as a Byronic hero 
● Gender roles of the Victorian era 

 
Wuthering Heights Chapter 9 excerpt 
At this point, Catherine and Heathcliff are young adults and it is already assumed by most by Catherine will go 
on to marry Edgar Linton and unite the wealthy Earnshaw and Linton families. At this point of chapter 9, Edgar 
Linton has indeed proposed to Catherine Earnshaw. Catherine seeks counsel in the middle of the night and 
comes to her confidante, Nelly. (Remember, Nelly is the narrator of the novel) 
 
Opens with Catherine speaking: 

‘If I were in heaven, Nelly, I should be extremely miserable.’ 
’Because you are not fit to go there,’ I (Nelly) answered. ‘All sinners would be miserable in heaven.’ 
’But it is not for that. I dreamt once that I was there.’ 
’I tell you I won’t hearken to your dreams, Miss Catherine! I’ll go to bed,’ I interrupted again. 
She laughed, and held me down; for I made a motion to leave my chair. 
’This is nothing,’ cried she: ‘I was only going to say that heaven did not seem to be my home; and I 

broke my heart with weeping to come back to earth; and the angels were so angry that they flung me out into 
the middle of the heath on the top of Wuthering Heights; where I woke sobbing for joy. That will do to explain 
my secret, as well as the other. I’ve no more business to marry Edgar Linton than I have to be in heaven; and if 
the wicked man in there had not brought Heathcliff so low, I shouldn’t have thought of it. It would degrade me 
to marry Heathcliff now; so he shall never know how I love him: and that,not because he’s handsome, Nelly, 
but because he’s more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same; and 
Linton’s is as different as a moonbeam from lightning, or frost from fire.’ 

Ere this speech ended I became sensible of Heathcliff’s presence. Having noticed a slight movement, I 
turned my head, and saw him rise from the bench, and steal out noiselessly. He had listened till he heard 
Catherine say it would degrade her to marry him, and then he stayed to hear no further.  



My companion, sitting on the ground, was prevented by the back of the settle from remarking his 
presence or departure; but I started, and bade her hush! 

’Why?’ she asked, gazing nervously round. 
’Joseph is here,’ I answered, catching opportunely the roll of his cartwheels up the road; ‘and Heathcliff 

will come in with him. I’m not sure whether he were not at the door this moment.’  
’Oh, he couldn’t overhear me at the door!’ said she. ‘Give me Hareton, while you get the supper, and 

when it is ready ask me to sup with you. I want to cheat my uncomfortable conscience, and be convinced that 
Heathcliff has no notion of these things. He has not, has he? He does not know what being in love is!’ 

’I see no reason that he should not know, as well as you,’ I returned; ‘and if you are his choice, he’ll be 
the most unfortunate creature that ever was born! As soon as you become Mrs. Linton, he loses friend, and 
love, and all! Have you considered how you’ll bear the separation, and how he’ll bear to be quite deserted in 
the world? Because, Miss Catherine - ‘ 

’He quite deserted! we separated!’ she exclaimed, with an accent of indignation. ‘Who is to separate us, 
pray? They’ll meet the fate of Milo! Not as long as I live, Ellen: for no mortal creature. Every Linton on the face 
of the earth might melt into nothing before I could consent to forsake Heathcliff. Oh, that’s not what I intend - 
that’s not what I mean! I shouldn’t be Mrs. Linton were such a price demanded! He’ll be as much to me as he 
has been all his lifetime. Edgar must shake off his antipathy, and tolerate him, at least. He will, when he learns 
my true feelings towards him. Nelly, I see now you think me a selfish  wretch; but did it never strike you that if 
Heathcliff and I married, we should be beggars? whereas, if I marry Linton I can aid Heathcliff to rise, and 
place him out of my brother’s power.’ 

’With your husband’s money, Miss Catherine?’ I asked. ‘You’ll find him not so pliable as you calculate 
upon: and, though I’m hardly a judge, I think that’s the worst motive you’ve given yet for being the wife of 
young Linton.’ 

’It is not,’ retorted she; ‘it is the best! The others were the satisfaction of my whims: and for Edgar’s 
sake, too, to satisfy him. This is for the sake of one who comprehends in his person my feelings to Edgar and 
myself. I cannot express it; but surely you and everybody have a notion that there is or should be an existence 
of yours beyond you. What were the use of my creation, if I were entirely contained here? My great miseries in 
this world have been Heathcliff’s miseries, and I watched and felt each from the beginning: my great thought in 
living is himself. If all else perished, and he remained, I should still continue to be; and if all else remained, and 
he were annihilated, the universe would turn to a mighty stranger: I should not seem a part of it. - My love for 
Linton is like the foliage in the woods: time will change it, I’m well aware, as winter changes the trees. My love 
for Heathcliff resembles the eternal rocks beneath: a source of little visible delight, but necessary. Nelly, I am 
Heathcliff! He’s always, always in my mind: not as a pleasure, any more than I am always a pleasure to myself, 
but as my own being. So don’t talk of our separation again: it is impracticable; and - ‘ 

She paused, and hid her face in the folds of my gown; but I jerked it forcibly away. I was out of patience 
with her folly! 

’If I can make any sense of your nonsense, Miss,’ I said, ‘it only goes to convince me that you are 
ignorant of the duties you undertake in marrying; or else that you are a wicked, unprincipled girl. But trouble me 
with no more secrets: I’ll not promise to keep them.’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Wuthering Heights Chapter 10 excerpt 
Because Heathcliff overheard the conversation from chapter 9, he flees Wuthering Heights and disappears for 
several years. Catherine goes on to marry Edgar and subsequently moves into Thrushcross Grange. Everyone 
remains unsure of Heathcliff's whereabouts and no one knows if he will ever return. At this point in chapter 10, 
Nelly is disturbed by the appearance of a shadow on the doorstep of Thrushcross Grange. 
 

On a mellow evening in September, I was coming from the garden with a heavy basket of apples which 
I had been gathering. It had got dusk, and the moon looked over the high wall of the court, causing undefined 
shadows to lurk in the corners of the numerous projecting portions of the building. I set my burden on the 
house-steps by the kitchen-door, and lingered to rest, and drew in a few more breaths of the soft, sweet air; my 
eyes were on the moon, and my back to the entrance, when I heard a voice behind me say, -  

‘Nelly, is that you?’  
It was a deep voice, and foreign in tone; yet there was something in the manner of pronouncing my 

name which made it sound familiar. I turned about to discover who spoke, fearfully; for the doors were shut, 
and I had seen nobody on approaching the steps.  

Something stirred in the porch; and, moving nearer, I distinguished a tall man dressed in dark clothes, 
with dark face and hair. He leant against the side, and held his fingers on the latch as if intending to open for 
himself. 

 ‘Who can it be?’ I thought. ‘Mr. Earnshaw? Oh, no! The voice has no resemblance to his. 
’’I have waited here an hour,’ he resumed, while I continued staring; ‘and the whole of that time all 

round has been as still as death. I dared not enter. You do not know me? Look, I’m not a stranger!’  
A ray fell on his features; the cheeks were sallow, and half covered with black whiskers; the brows 

lowering, the eyes deep-set and singular. I remembered the eyes.  
’What!’ I cried, uncertain whether to regard him as a worldly visitor, and I raised my hands in 

amazement. ‘What! you come back? Is it really you? Is it?’ 
’Yes, Heathcliff,’ he replied, glancing from me up to the windows, which reflected a score of glittering 

moons, but showed no lights from within. ‘Are they at home? where is she? Nelly, you are not glad! you 
needn’t be so disturbed. Is she here? Speak! I want to have one word with her - your mistress. Go, and say 
some person from Gimmerton desires to see her.’ 

’How will she take it?’ I exclaimed. ‘What will she do? The surprise bewilders me - it will put her out of 
her head! And you are Heathcliff! But altered! Nay, there’s 
no comprehending it. Have you been for a soldier?’ 

’Go and carry my message,’ he interrupted, impatiently. ‘I’m in hell till you do!’ 
 
***** 

’Oh, Edgar, Edgar!’ [Catherine] panted, flinging her arms round his neck. ‘Oh, Edgar darling! Heathcliff’s 
come back - he is!’ And she tightened her embrace to a squeeze. 

’Well, well,’ cried her husband, crossly, ‘don’t strangle me for that! He never struck me as such a 
marvellous treasure. There is no need to be frantic!’ 

’I know you didn’t like him,’ she answered, repressing a little the intensity of her delight. ‘Yet, for my 
sake, you must be friends now. Shall I tell him to come up?’ 

’Here,’ he said, ‘into the parlour?’ 
’Where else?’ she asked. 
He looked vexed, and suggested the kitchen as a more suitable place for him. Mrs. Linton eyed him 

with a droll expression - half angry, half laughing at his fastidiousness. 
’No,’ she added, after a while; ‘I cannot sit in the kitchen. Set two tables here, Ellen: one for your master 

and Miss Isabella, being gentry; the other for Heathcliff and myself, being of the lower orders. Will that please 



you, dear? Or must I have a fire lighted elsewhere? If so, give directions. I’ll run down and secure my guest. 
I’m afraid the joy is too great to be real!’ 

She was about to dart off again; but Edgar arrested her. 
’You bid him step up,’ he said, addressing me; ‘and, Catherine, try to be glad, without being absurd. The 
whole household need not witness the sight of your welcoming a runaway servant as a brother.’ 

I descended, and found Heathcliff waiting under the porch, evidently anticipating an invitation to enter. 
He followed my guidance without waste of words, and I ushered him into the presence of the master and 
mistress, whose flushed cheeks betrayed signs of warm talking. But the lady’s glowed with another feeling 
when her friend appeared at the door: she sprang forward, took both his hands, and led him to Linton; and then 
she seized Linton’s reluctant fingers and crushed them into his.  

Now, fully revealed by the fire and candlelight, I was amazed, more than ever, to behold the 
transformation of Heathcliff. He had grown a tall, athletic, well-formed man; beside whom my master seemed 
quite slender and youth-like. His upright carriage suggested the idea of his having been in the army. His 
countenance was much older in expression and decision of feature than Mr. Linton’s; it looked intelligent, and 
retained no marks of former degradation.  A half- civilised ferocity lurked yet in the depressed brows 
and eyes full of black fire, but it was subdued; and his manner was even dignified: quite divested of roughness, 
though stern for grace.  

My master’s surprise equalled or exceeded mine: he remained for a minute at a loss how to address 
the ploughboy, as he had called him. Heathcliff dropped his slight hand, and stood looking at him coolly till he 
chose to speak. 

’Sit down, sir,’ he said, at length. ‘Mrs. Linton, recalling old times, would have me give you a cordial 
reception; and, of course, I am gratified when anything occurs to please her.’ 

’And I also,’ answered Heathcliff, ‘especially if it be anything in which I have a part. I shall stay an hour 
or two willingly.’ 

He took a seat opposite Catherine, who kept her gaze fixed on him as if she feared he would vanish 
were she to remove it. He did not raise his to her often: a quick glance now and then sufficed; but it flashed 
back, each time more confidently, the undisguised delight he drank from hers. 

They were too much absorbed in their mutual joy to suffer embarrassment. Not so Mr. Edgar: he grew 
pale with pure annoyance: a feeling that reached its climax when his lady rose, and stepping across the rug, 
seized  Heathcliff’s hands again, and laughed like one beside herself. 

’I shall think it a dream to-morrow!’ she cried. ‘I shall not be able to believe that I have seen, and 
touched, and spoken to you once more. And yet, cruel Heathcliff! You don’t deserve this welcome. To be 
absent and silent for three years, and never to think of me!’ 

’A little more than you have thought of me,’ he murmured. ‘I heard of your marriage, Cathy, not long 
since; and, while waiting in the yard below, I meditated this plan - just to have one glimpse of your face, a stare 
of surprise, perhaps, and pretended pleasure; afterwards settle my score with Hindley; and then prevent the 
law by doing execution on myself. Your welcome has put these ideas out of my mind; but beware of meeting 
me with another aspect next time! Nay, you’ll not drive me off again. You were really sorry for me, were you? 
Well, there was cause. I’ve fought through a bitter life since I last heard your voice; and you must forgive me, 
for I struggled only for you!’ 
 


